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ADVERTISEMENT. 


T ns attempt would not have appeared, to anticipate a promiſed 


tranſlation of the ſame Tale, by the pen of a young poet of illuſtrious 
birth, with ornaments by the pencil of elegance and beauty, had there 


not been one already publiſhed. Between that publication, and this, 


there can be no competition, as that is a free paraphraſe, this a tranſ- 


lation line by line, and as near the original, as the reſtraint of ver- 


Haficalion, and the idiom, and genius, of the different languages would 
admit. A cloſer verſion, would, in eme * have been ridi- 


culous, and i in others, profane. 


The motto 1 deviates from the uſual partiality of ee. 
This little poem, from the ſingularity of the incidents, and the wild 
horror of the images, is certainly an object of curioſi y, but is by no 


means held up as @ pattern for imitation. 


To avoid confuſion, the words of Lenore are diſtinguiſhed by one 


inverted comma, thoſe of her mother, and the ſpefire, by two. The 
Engliſh reader muſt be told that the final e is pronounced in Lenore. 
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TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN. 


LENORE wakes from dreams of dread | 
At the roſy dawn of day, 
Art thou falſe, or art thou dead? 

* W1LL1AM wherefore this delay?“ 
oin'd with FREDERICK's hoſt he ſought | 
On Praca's bloody field, the foe, 

Since no tidings had been brought 

Of his weal, or of his woe. 
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Tir'd of war, the royal foes 
Bid the ſtorm of battle ceaſe, 
And in mutual compact cloſe 


Terms of amity, and peace ; 


Either hoſt with jocund ftrain, 


Drum, and cymbals chearing ſound, 


Seek their peaceful homes again, 


All with verdant garlands crown'd. 


Young and old, on every fide 


CTroud the way, their friends to meet, 


Many a mother, many a bride, 


Sons, and huſbands, fondly greet. 


Pale and chearleſs mid the reſt 


Ah! the ſad LENORE fee! 
None to claſp thee to his breaſt, 


Not a glowing kiſs for thee. 


E #3 


Now amid the warlike train 
Running ſwift, with tearful eye, | | 

All ſhe aſks, but all in vain.— 
See the lingering rear paſs by PRIN 

| Now ſhe rends with frantic hand 

Treſſes of her raven hair, 

Falling breathleſs on the ſand, 
Agonizing in deſpair. 


-4 
Lo! with grief her mother wild. — 
* Pitying heaven! look down with grace.— 
O my child! my deareſt child!“ = 
| And claſps her in a tond ms 


Ah my mother all is o'er; 
Deſart now the world will prove. — 
e Heaven no mer cy has in ſtore. 


. 
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Aid her Heaven! her grief appeaſe.— 


Breathe my child a fervent prayer. 


Ever juſt are Heaven's decrees, 


Heaven is ever prompt to ſpare.” 


© Prayers alas! are uſeleſs all 

8 all, 
| Heaven to me no mercy ſhews, 
Boos Iforaid Bond cen, 


* Unregarded are my woes. 


* Aid LoRD! O aid! His parent fight 
« Watchful guards each duteous child; 
* Soon ſhall his high-honor'd rite 


«* Soothe to peace thy ſorrows wild.”— 
Ah! the pangs my heart that rive 
Holy rites would soothe in vain ; 


Can they bid the dead revive ?— 


Bid my WILLIAu breathe again? 
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„Hear my child! in foreign lands 
„Far away his troth he plights, 
« Binds his faith by newer bands, 
Thee for newer loves he ſlights.— 
Unregarded let him rove, 
Short his viſions of delight, 
_ * Perjuries of treacherous love 


Heaven with vengeance will requite.” 


Mother, time returns no more; 

| © I am wretched, loft, forlorn; 

Every hope but death is o'er, 

© Woe the hour that I was born! 

Wrap me deep in night, and ſhade; 
Far the light of life remove, 

Heaven's mercy is no more diſplay d, 
O my Love, my murder d love! 
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E 
. Gop of Mercy! Hear! O hear! 
« Frantic ſorrow makes her wild; 
judge not tn thy wrath Cavin, 
“Spare, O ſpare thy tortur'd child. 
* O my child, forget thy woe, 
Lift to heaven thy ſorrowing eye 
* Endleſs bleſſings there to know, 
+ Bridal joys that never die.” 


: Mother, what 1 is i bliſs? 
« Endleſs pain, what, Mother ren 
„All my Heaven was WILLIAM's kiſs, 
WILIA 's loſs is all my hell. 
Far the light of life remove, 
Night and horror ſnroud my head. 
Can I live to mourn my love? 


Can I joy when WILLIAM's dead ? 


Thus the frenzy of deſpair 
Thro' her ſwelling veins was driven, 
Thus her madd: ning accents dare 
War againſt the will of heaven ; ; 
nme thro* the live- long day 
| Her breaſt ſhe beat, her hands ſhe wrung, 
Till SOL withdrew his golden ray, 
And heaven's high arch with ſtars was hung. 


Thro' the ſtillneſs of the night 

Hark !—a horfe — he this way bends. — 
Now ſhe hears the rider light, 

Now his foot the ſtep aſcends. 
Hark! ai tinkling gate bell rung 


Now her liſtening ſenſes hear. — 
Accents from a well-known tongue 


Thro' the portal reach her ear. 


* 

Riſe my love the bar remove — 

© Doſt thou wake or doſt thou fleep ? 
Think'ſt thou of thy abſent love ?-- 

« Doſt thou laugh or doſt thou weep?“ 
* WiLL1aM ! Thou?---From ſorrow's power 

I have learn'd to weep, and wake. 

Whence in midnight's gloomy hour, 


* Whence his courſe does WILLIAM take?“ 


We can only ride by night. --- 
« From Bohemia's plains L come, 
Late, ah late I come, but dight 
"23M To bear thee to my diſtant home.“ 
WILLIAM! WILLIAM! hither haſte. 
I Thro' the hawthorn blows the wind, 
In my glowing arms embraced 


Reſt, and warmth, my love ſhall find.” 


„„ 
„ Thro' the hawthorn let the winds 
* Keenly blow with breath ſevere, 
«© The Courſer paws, the ſpur he finds, 
« Ah! 1 muſt not linger here; 
Lightly on the ſable ſteed 
8 Come, my love, behind me ſpring. 


5 Many a mile o'erpaſt with ſpeed, 
«To our bride-bed ſhall thee bring.” 


$ Many a mile o'er diſtant ground 

Fre our nuptial couch we reach 2—— 
* The iron bells of midnight ſound, 

* Soon the midnight fiends will ſcreech.” — 

« See how clear the moon's full ray, 

1 Soon the dead's ſwift courſe is ſped, 
« Long, O long ere dawn of day 

„We ſhall reach the bridal bed.” 
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; Who ſhall tend thy. nuptial bower 
Who thy nuptial couch ſhall ſpread ?” 


ce Silent, cold, and ſmall, our bower, 


Form d of planks our nuptial bed. 


Vet for me, for thee there's ſpace— 


« Lightly on the courſer bound, 
Deck'd is now our bridal place, | 


** Gueſts expecting wait around.” 


Won by fond affection's charm 
On the horſe ſhe lightly ſprung, 
Round her love, her lilly arm 
Cloſe the love-lick virgin flung. 
On they preſs their rapid flight 
Swifter than the whirlwind's force, 
Struck from flints a ſparkling light 


Marks the ſteed's unceaſing courſe. 


11 


On the left, and on the right, „„ 5 


Heaths, and meads, and fallow'd grounds, 


AY 


Seem receding from their ſight ; 


_ 


_ — „ e 


How each bridge they paſs reſounds. f 
Fears my Love? — The moon ſhines clear, 1 


Swift the courſe of death is ſped. 1s 
Does my Love the dead now fear ?”— 


; No, ah ! no Why name the dead? 


Hark ! The ſolemn dirge, and knell ! 
Croaking round the raven flies, — 


Hear the death ſong !—hear the bell 


See a grave freſh opened lies. 


See the ſad funereal rite, 
See the coffin and the bier, 


Hear the ſhriek of wild affright, 


Groans of lamentation hear! 


„„ 


** While ſounds the dirge, while death-bells ring, 
The corpſe interr'd at midnight ſee. — 

« Home my blooming bride I bring, 

* You our bridal gueſts muſt be.--- 

* Sexton come, come with thy choir, 
Songs of love before us ſing ; 

* Ofer the couch of fond deſire 


Prieſt thy nuptial bleſſings fling.” | 


Down the ſable bier was laid, 
 Huſh'd the knell, and huſh'd the dirge. 
All his voice at once obey d. 
All their flight behind him urge. 
On the ſteed ſtill ſpeeds his flight, : 
Swifter than the whirlwind's force; 
Struck from flints the flaſhing light 
Diſtant marks his rapid courſe. 
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To the left, and to the right, © 

As they paſs with lightning ſpeed, 1 
Mountains vaniſh from their ſight, 

Streams, and woods, and towns recede. 
Fears my love? The moon ſhines clear.--- 

* Swift the courſe of death is ſped,--- 
Does my Love the dead now fear?“ 


Leave, ah leave at peace the dead.“ 


Wheels, and racks, and gibbets, lee 
By the pale moon's trembling glance 
Crowding ſprites, with horrid glee; - 
Round the ſeats of terror dance: 
Come, ye goblins! hither come, 
fHither let your footſteps tread, 


Follow to our diſtant home, 


Dance around our bridal bed.“ 


=: 


Soon they hear, and follow faſt, 
Loudly murmuring as they move, 

Like the ſhrill autümtnül blaſt 
Whiſtling thro' the wither'd grove. 

Far the ſteed now ſpeeds his flight, 


Swifter than the whirlwind's force, 


Struck from flints the flaſhing light 


Diſtant marks his rapid courſe. 


Far, ſhewn by the moon's pale light, 
Far the diftant landſcape flies. 


Far, receding from their ſight, 


Fly the clouds, the ſtars, the ſkies. 
Fears my Love) — The moon ſhines clear.— 


« Swift the courſe of death is ſped. 


„Does my Love the dead now fear?“ 


. 
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Crows the cock dark courſer hear — 
« Soon the ſand will now be run. 

+ Now I ſcent the morning air *, 
Sable ſteed thy toil is done; — 

* Now our labour is compleat „ 
cc Swift's the paſſage of the dead 3 

_ « We have reach'd our deſtin'd ſeat, 


Open now the nuptial bed.“ 


*Gainſt an iron-grated door 

Pierce with looſen'd rein he drives; 

The ponderous bars reſiſt no more, 
Even a touch their hinges rives. 

Over tombs with clattering ſound 
Now they urge their deſtin'd way; 

Scatter'd grave-ſtones gleam around 

In the wan moon's glimmering ray. 


This, and the other imitation of Shakeſpear in ſtanza the fifteenth, are literally 
tranſlated from the original. 
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Turn, o inſtant turn, the eye, 
See a ghaſtly wonder ſhewn !— 
The horſeman's fleſh, like tinder hy 
Drops piecemeal from each naked bone. 
From the ſkull now falls the hair, 
Drear the death- like Phantom ſtands, 
A ſkeleton expos'd and bare, ; 
Scythe and hour-glaſs f in his hands. 


See the black ſteed wildly rear 
Sparkling ſtreams of horrid light 
From his ſnorting noſtrils glare, 5 
Down he ſinks to endleſs night.--- 
On the breeze oil ſhrieks are borne, 
Groan the graves with boding breath; 
LENORE's heart by tortures torn, 


Vibrates now 'tween life and death. 


E 1 


Hand and hand in fatal ring 

By the pale moon's fading ray, 

Demons round them dance, and ſing, 
Howling forth this dreadful lay.--- 

Patient bear th' heart-rending blaft, 
| Wage not impious War with Heaven, 

Here on earth thy days are paſt. 


Mercy to thy ſoul be given * 


N 


n 


= 
— 
Fe ea 
2 
. wü — wꝛ Ä a el 
— - x53 N 


Lon ous: 


SI 


vets 


9 


3 


Her 


* 


e 


3 


* r 


* 


— 


* 


5 


7 


VB 


* 


4 ; 


4 


. hpts nd gr VE T2 » 


— , "ads 


— = . ] om 7 -N —⁰ò 7 oa 


4 dts zi dere add 


24 > Srpins. 


* 


— 29S rn erate 


-- 
oY 
I - 
— 
z % 
- 
— 
1 
= 
2 
i 
K 2 
p 1 
4 * 
ö \ 
4 
L 4 
3: 
- 
3 
. 
* 1 
- | . 
7 
W * * » 
EE, + 
5 
15 
4 
* 
C 
N "= 
1 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
= 
% 
* 
% 
* 
* 
7 * 7 
Fe . 
a. 
* 
— i 
5 
. * PRs > Co 5 
88 — IR7” a. ad 
* 1 _ 


— — — 


